The Dream Church 


I'm walking on a hillside path; a large hill that shelters a 
fortress; the walls are made of natural walls, or built of stone, 
depending on the place. It all looks ancient, immemorial. At the 
very bottom, there are troglodytic dwellings carved out of the 
same stone. The weather is fine and there are lots of people; I 

understand that this is a place of pilgrimage. There's a small 


statue, perhaps of the Virgin Mary, at man's height, on the side 
of the road. I go over and light a candle; there are several in 


front of her, along with incense and flowers. The smell of the 


candles and incense, and the warmth they give off, put me ina 


spiritual mood. I've made all the right gestures, and I'm feeling 
good. A young woman comes up to me, quite pretty, with sparkling 
eyes, and asks my name. We have a brief exchange, then she says 
goodbye - I'm drawn to her, to her air that is at once serene, 
spiritual and inviting. 


* 


In a village. A rather gloomy red light bathes everything. I'm 
with P. and perhaps already with A. (who will be there later). We 


break into a big, spooky house on a hill, a house that to some 


extent dominates the whole neighborhood. We know the inhabitants, 


but they're not there. Obviously, we've been here before. It's a 


haunted house, we know. Once you're in the house, strange and 
unhealthy things happen - I can't remember what. I think we throw 
holy water, or make the Sign of the Cross to counteract what's 


happening (almost invisible manifestations, but horribly present 


and intense). Later I return with A. - my aim is to sprinkle as 
much holy water as possible inside the house, to destroy once and 
for all whatever lives there. But inside I change my mind. It's 
not enough, I'll have to burn it down. We rush out, through a bad 
window, and find ourselves on the side of the house where the hill 
drops almost steeply. But we make it down safely. The city is 
increasingly bathed in this twilight. 


* 


I'm with my family. We have an animal, or a creature, that we know 
is evil. One of my relatives brings me an armful of axes. Very old 


axes, with worm-eaten handles and rusty blades. They come from our 
heritage. My worried mother tells me to be careful. I'm surprised, 
as she's not a believer. I'm confident and tell her I'll contact a 
priest. 


* 


I'm in a pool. I feel someone pulling me down. Demons, who want to 
take me to hell. I struggle. It happens again and again. 


I'm in my parents' house. It is dark. I'm alone with my sister. I 
have the feeling that evil is lurking outside. The atmosphere is 
thick with evil and anguish. In the corridor, I see a cross 


floating in the air and spinning around. My sister dries her hair 


n the bathroom, and I ask her a queer Ons several times. 
She looks lost and distressed. en there's a knock on the door, 
or a window. My sister seems frightened, but not surprised. We 


pretend nothing has happened. But it happens again, several times. 


* 


I'm in a church. The stained-glass windows cast a superb, 
variegated light on the floor. I pray inwardly for the hopeless, 
the damned. I reach the altar, or at least a secondary altar, ina 
corner of the church, and behind it I can make out a washbasin, 
shelves and an exit door. I see a man in a frock coat. I go out 
and find C. and D... We stroll through the poor, grey streets, 
which are not scary, though, and I take photos. 


* 


I'm in hell. It's a tiny teenager's or even a child's room, with a 
fireplace and very blue light. 


* 


I'm at L., who's not there. I'm in the garage, which has been 
converted into a playroom or something. It's dark, and very dark. 
I'm with a girl I'm more or less flirting with. She has a Slavic 
accent. Other peopl ar supposed to be in the house, it's some 
kind of friendly get-together. One of these friends suddenly turns 
up, looking panicked and terrified. He explains that one of the 
guests has disappeared. Not only is he nowhere to be found, I 
understand; he's really gone. As if swept away by something, 
disintegrated, taken to another dimension. The fear I feel is 
indescribable. I'm in town next, at dawn or dusk; it's dark. 

I take refuge in a church, where a mass is being held. There are 
lots of people, the church is beautiful and the atmosphere is 
friendly, warm and reassuring. My father is there, along with 
ther people I know. Someone is reading the newspaper. I leaf 


O 
through it and read about what happened at L. house, but the 
article refers to it as a blockbuster movie that terrorizes 
a 

at 


udiences. Someone in the church is uncorking schnapps; the 
Emosphere is friendly, not at all solemn. 


a 


I'm in a house, or an institution, like an old library or a 
presbytery. I'm terrified by countless cries of infinite suffering 
rising from the ground - I understand that Hell really does exist 
and that it's not empty at all 


* 


: ; Aca ; 
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A baptism with a small group, in a small church in Neunkirch, 
around the corner from the community centre. Nearby was a kind of 
grocery shop. Later, in the grocery shop, with my parents, I chose 
a small bottle of folk liqueur - wheat alcohol. The label was 


written in Gothic script. 


I'm restoring paintings, or doing something to do with paintings. 
I'm alone in a house that's a bit old-fashioned, and I'm feeling 


Doi ill, muddy and exhausted. I go outside and there's a garden 
the back of the. house, enclosed by a, white gate that's quite 
Bieber ee and beautiful, although it's @ bit rusty and tired, like 


old garden equipment. There are two girls in the garden, quite 
far away; I call out to them, wave; maybe I know one of them. I 
think one of them is a nun; young, pale, with glasses, 
austere-looking. 

I'm already ready to fall on my knees in front of her and pray 
together. But in fact, neither of them is a nun. We chat for a 
while, and through the gate behind them I can see other gardens, 


other houses, another whole neighbourhood that I don't think I 
know, but which attracts me and immediately makes me very 


homesick. 


A story about Christ that brings tears to my eyes - like a story 
I'm told or a film that's playing, more than a dream in which I'm 
an actor. It's about passages in the Bible where he raises several 
dead babies from the dead, at the same time, with a single word, 
or a single gesture. This power is terrible, overwhelming. 


* 


Some sort of classroom or similar, with some very 'boy scout' kids 
- in particular a kid with the mannerisms of a little chief. 
There's a lot of awkward snogging going on between them - several 
girls and boys - and me, who's getting a very close-up view of it, 

in every sense of the word, because we're very close together. I'm 
thinking of trying to kiss a very young teenage girl who is 
gradually being persuaded. She seems to be in love with someone, 
and I see a superimposed text message of love that someone has 


just sent her; except that it's signed God, and I understand that 
this girl is going to die in the next few seconds. That's when I 


feel myself being lifted into the air, carried away, and I realise 


that I too am dead - I dimly remember that I knew in advance that 
several people were going to die today - and I realise, seeing 


myself as if from the outside, held by two angels, that I'm going 


to Hell. It's visible on me, by a kind of light on my stomach or 
my chest, which shows flames, as if I were marked, designated. 
There's nothing left to do, nothing left to repair, explain or 
negotiate, it's too late. I scream. 


* 


I'm walking through streets that look like an industrial estate, 


perhaps with a level crossing; the light is that of twilight, and 
the bells are ringing in several churches. I also hear hymns, 
which I love, and which almost bring tears to my eyes. I was 


planning to go to mass in one of these churches, but ended up 
going into another, closer one; it looked to me like a recent 
church in a low-income neighbourhood, and the people I passed in 
the sort of entrance hall matched that; young people from the 
neighbourhood who had ended up going to mass, for no other reason 
than that the church was there, established. 


I'm leaving by bus or train, among dozens or hundreds of other 
people, for some destination, in bad weather or some other 
apocalyptic danger - I'm thinking of Fatima, of the warnings 
issued by the Virgin Mary. 


* 


I'm in a sort of old-fashioned college - it looks like 
Saint-Antoine, but more old-fashioned. I'm there with my 

colleague, and somehow we end up attending a mass, which is Heid 
directly in a corridor. There, isn't much room and we have to 
follow it quite a way off, without seeing_it (the corridor is 
L-shaped) and are seated on “wooden benches. I see that E. is there 
too. We stand up to get closer when the priests, or ‘perhaps a 
deacon, sprinkle holy water on the faithful in all directions. 


Then I see an old building in a town that is supposed to belong to 
the Church. Through an open window I see a vast, dark, empty room, 
its walls blackened as if by fire. It was a frightening sight. But 
then I remember that L. had already brought me here and that there 
was a class in this room. With people inside and the lights on, it 
seemed perfectly normal, alive, reassuring, and I tell myself that 
my current vision must be distorted. 


* 


On a sunny country road, I passed a group of priests and faithful 
on their way to an hour of Adoration. The weather was fine and 
pleasant. I arrive at a playground where I go for a walk and meet 
some schoolchildren. Then I'm in a bedroom, waiting for my parents 


to go I don't know where, or maybe they're coming to pick me up. 
I'm going through some books or CDs, maybe some tapes. 


* 


I've just come out of a religious event with other people. We're 
in some sort of big castle courtyard. It's getting dark. There are 


other buildings that people are coming out of, or going into, and 


I'm chatting to a guy I vaguely know. 


I see a statue of Christ. on the Cross showing a corpse. in aav onora 
decomposition, its body , broken T understand that LE 
degenerating at th same time as the soul of its owner - perhaps 
it`is me in this dream. 


* 


I'm walking through a chapel, very dark, at night, thinking about 


some hymn I like, which is also being sung by the other peopl 


present for this nocturnal celebration. I think of X. and the fact 
that he would no doubt be charmed by this kind of atmosphere, 


perhaps to the point of wanting to become a monk, and I imagine 
talking to him about it, advising him to first make retreats, 
longer and longer, before seeing if this way of life suits him. 


* 


I'm looking at the outskirts of a large French city, I can't 
remember which one, on Google Maps, with views of some of its 


streets, landmark buildings and so on. Then I look at another town 
nearby called "Lions". Again I click on a random part of the town 
to see what it looks like, and come across a sort of large park in 
the middle of which is either a church or some civil but 


religiously-related buildings, all behind an old boundary wall, 

and I read a comment from a walker saying that she's never 
disappointed by the church of Saint. I see other photos which 
suggest that it's a place for public ‘events, both religious and 
touristy. It occurred to me that this is the part of France where 
everything is named after a saint and where Catholicism is still 
very much alive. Then I'm there myself, inside the enclosure, and 
there are lots of people. Everyone seems to be moving, albeit very 
slowly and very disorganised, towards some point - the main 
building, perhaps - and everyone is singing, the Dies Irae, I 
think. I'm singing it too, in a high, weak voice, but I'm singing, 
with pleasure and growing emotion. 


* 


An Ave Maria, sung in Latin, by a choir, mostly female I think. 


hear it on the walkman or just in my head, in the car with my 


family, somewhere around the rue du Parc and the municipal 


archives, at night. It's a magnificent song, heartbreakingly 


emotional and at the same time full of a great deal of hiera- 


ticism; and it's also very simple. I'm on the: verge of tears when 
I hear it. 


I'm in town and I come to a crossroads, and there are a lot of 
people, including on the pavement where the cars are supposed to 
go. A mass is being held here, in fact, outside, without it Ni 
a tee ne pe ena a among ot a a eee 


a long line of people whom I identify as prisoners; ordinary 


citizens and prisoners admitted without distinction and without 
separation to the Eucharist. 


